u8               THE RETREAT FROM PARIS
fifty yards a motor-bus was put slant-wise across the
avenues with the object of stopping German troop-
carrying 'planes from landing. The French secret service
had learnt that such a surprise attack had been planned
by the Germans. During the day the buses were
removed, but the following night obstacles, such as
dust-carts, were again put across the avenues. I have
wondered what happened to those buses. There must
have been at least 500 of them and each had two large
tins of petrol, chained down inside. They would have
been extremely useful for the evacuation of Paris, but
I never saw any of them on the roads. That same even-
ing there was a peculiar smell of smoke in the air and
when we woke up in the morning it was impossible to
see more than a few hundred yards out of the window.
It seemed as if fires must have been started all round Paris
by incendiary bombs. I went outside to find that every
street was heavy with smoke and that it was impossible
to see across the Place de la Concorde, nor from one
bridge to another on the Seine. Everywhere there was
silence, and Paris seemed to me to be a doomed city. I
could not think of any explanation of the smoke except
that Paris was burning ; perhaps in a few days' time, I
thought, one of the most beautiful towns in Europe
would be razed to the ground with only the chimneys
standing, like gravestones, to show where houses once
had been. Fortunately there was an anti-climax to my
dismal thoughts, for by eleven in the morning the wind
had risen, the smoke had deared and the sun was shining.
There were many theories as to what had caused the